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" THE RESTLESS SEX

A Romantic Film Drama With
MARION DAVIES
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By Robert W, Chambers.

Watch for This Story in Motion Pictures.
. ““The Restless Sex,’” soon to be seen in all leading
motion picture theaters, is a Cosmopolitan Production,
released in a Paramount-Artereft picture.

1918, by the Interna-
agasine Company.)

(Continued from Yesterday.)
“Oh. Well, I'm sorry, but I really
ean't be afrald of God, If I were,
I'd doubt Him, Grismer, * * *
Comeg may I have the little girl?"
_ "De you desire her to abide un-
‘der your roof after what you have

learned ™'

“Why, Grismer, I'd travel all the
way to hell to get her now, If any
of your creed had managed to send
her there. Come; Il've seen the
child. It may be & risk, as you say.
In fact, it can't help being a risk,

Grismer, But—I want her. May I
have her?"
M-m-m " he touched a bell and

a clerk appeared. Then he turned
to Cleland, *“Would you be good
enough to see our Mr. Bunce? 1
thank you. Good afternocon! I am
happy to have conversed again with

my old friend, John Cleland—
m-m-m'yes, my friepnd of many
years."

An hour later John Cleland left

*our" Mr. Bunce, armed with proper
authority to begin necessary legal
roceedings.
Talking it over with Brinton, his
attorney, that evening. he related
the amazing conversation between
himself and Chiltern Grismer.

Brinton laughed:

“It jsn't religious bigotry; Iit's
just stinginess. Grismer is the
meanest man on Manhattan Island.

Didn't you know it?”

“No. T don't know him well—
though 1've been acquainted with
him for a long while. But I don't
see how he can be stingy.”

“Wh)’?"

“Well,
fity—"

“He's paid a thumping big salary!
¥He makes money out of charity.
Why shouldn’t he be interested?”

“But he publishes religious
books-—"

“0Of course., They sell, Tt's a great
graft, Cleland. Don't publish novels
if you want to make money; print
Bibles!" c

“Is that g fact?”

“You bef! There are more para-
gites in pulpit, publishing house and

he’s Interested in char-

#x Itharity concerns, who live exclu-

" mively by exploiting God, than
#L there were unpleasant afflictions
'. upon the epidermis of our late
®! friend, Job. And Chiltern Grismer
i is one of them—the old skinflint!—
hogging his only sister's share of
2} the Grismer money and scared stiff
", for fear some descendant might re-
open the claim and fight the ver-
§: 'dict which beggared his own sis-
ter!"
i “By (Gad!” exclaimed Cleland, very
'.; red; “I've a mind to look into it
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‘" “Your motives

and start proceedings again if there

"

is any ground

“You can't.”

“Why

“Not if you adopt this child.”

“Not in her behalf?"
would be un-
charitably suspected, Cleland. You
can give her enough. Besides, you
don't want to stir up anything—
rattle any skeletons—for this little
girl's sake™

“No, of course not. You're quite
right, Brinton. No money could
compensate her, And, as you say,
I am able to provide for her amply.”

“Besides,” sald Brinton, “there's
the paternal aunt Miss Rosalinda
Quest. She's as rich as mud. It
may be that she’ll do something for
the child.”

“I don't want her to,” exclaimed
Cleland angrily. “If she'll make no
objection to my taking the girl, she
can keep her money and leave it to
the_piggers of Senegambia when
she dies, for all I care Fix it for
me, Brinton.”

“You'd better go down to Bayport
and interview her yourself, said
the lawyer. “And, by the way, I
hear she's a queer one—something
of a bird, in fact.”

“Bird?"

“Well, a vixen. They. say so. All
the same, she's doing a lot of real
good with her money.”

" “How do you mean?"

“ghe's established a sort of home
for tRe offspring of vicious and de-

nerate parents. It's really quite
a wonderful combination of clinie
and training school where suspected
or plainly defective children are
prought to be taught and to re-
main under obhservation—really a
finely conceived charity, T under-
stand. Why not call on her?"

“yery well” said Cleland, rea-
fuctantly, not caring very much
about encountering ‘*vixens” and
#pirds™ of the female persuasion.

Except for this paternal aunt and
the Grismers, there turned out to be
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LADIES' LOOK YOUNG
DARKEN GRAY HAIR

Use the Old-time Sage Tea
and Sulphur and No-
body Will Know.
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ay halr, however handsome, de-
tew advancing ta.n-. \'\;‘er nlll know
yantagen of a youthful appear-
&:‘ Your hair is your charm. It
es Or mars the face. When it
F.‘" , turns gray and looks streaked,
h“z few applications of Sage Tea
and ulphur enhances its appearance
A hu dredfold.
" pon't stay gray! Look young!
Either prepare the recipe at home or
t ;rom any drug store a bottls of
,.u\'. SBage and Sulphur Com-
4,” which is merely the old-time
fmproved by the addition of
ingredients. Thousands of
s recommend this ready-to-use
ration, because it darkens the
peautifully, besides, no one can
poasibly tell, ns it darkens so nat-
urall and evenly, You molsten a
sponge or soft brush with It, draw-
fag this through the hair, taking one
1 strand at a time. By morning
ﬂdﬂl)‘ hair disappears; after an-
ther application or two, its natural
4 s restored and it becomes
ﬁ' glossy and lustrous, and you
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e no living human being related to
the child Stephanie.

Once assured of this, John Cleland
undertook the journey to Baypeort,
running down in his car one morn-
ing, and determined that a com-
bination of mild dignity and gallant
urbanity should conquer any unto-
ward symptoms which thig “bird"”
might develop.

When he arrived at the entrance
to the place, & nurse on duly gave
him proper directions how to find
Miss Quest, who was out about the
grounds somewhere,

He found her at last, in nurse's
garb, marching up and down the
gravel paths of the “Common Sense
Home for Defectives,” as the insti-
tutlon was called,

She was pruning privet hedges.
She had a grim face, a belllgerent
eye. and she stood clicking her
pruning shears aggressively as he
approached, hat in hand.

“Miss Quest, 1 presume? he in-
quired.

“I'm called Sister Rose," she an-
swered shortly, ’

“By any other name began
Cleland, gallantly, but checked

himself, silenced by the hostility in
her snapping black eyes,
“What do you wish?"
manded Impatiently,
(Mleland, very red, swallowed hls
irritation:
“l came here in regard to your
nlece—" '
“Nlece? I haven't any!"
“]l beg your pardon; I mean your
great-niece—"
“What do you mean?
any that I know of.
“Her name is Stephanie Quest.”
“Harry Quest's child? Has he
really got a baby? I thought he
was lying! He's sueh a llar—how
was |1 to know that he has a baby?"
“You didn't know Iit, then?"
“No. He wrote about a child. Of
course, 1 supposed he was lying.
That was before I went abroad.”
“You've been abroad?”

she de-

I haven't

“1 have.”

“Long?"

“Several years.'

“How long sinee you've heard
from Harry Quest?"

“Several years—a dozen, maybe.
I suppose he's living on what 1 set-
tled on him. If he neceded money

I'd hear from him soon enough.”
“He doesn’'t need money, now., He

doesn't need anything more from
winybody. DBut his little daughter
does."

“Is Harry dead?' she asked
sharply.

“Very."

“And—that hussy he married »”

“Equally defunct. I believe it
was suicide.”

“How very nasty!"

“Or,"” continued Cleland, “it may
have been suicide and murder.”

“Nastier still!" She turned sharp-
ly aside and stood clicking her
shears furiously, After a silence:
“I'll take the baby; she said in an
altered voice,

“She's eleven years old.

“I forgot. I'll take her anyway.
She's probably a defective—-"

“She is not!" retorted Cleland so
shdrply that Sister Rose turned on
him in astonishment.

“Madame,” he said, “I want a
little child to bring up. T have
chosen this one. 1 possess a com-
fortable fortune. 1 offer to bring
her up with every advantage, edu-
cate her, consider her as my own
child, and settle upon her for life
a sum adequate for her mainte-
nance.
clination, the means to do thewm
things, But you, Madame, are lun
busy to give this child the intimalie
personal attention that all chil-
dren require ”

“How do you know I am?"

Because your time is glready dedi-
cated, in a larger sense, to those
unhappy children who need you
more than she does. | d

“Because your life is already con-
secrated to this noble charity of
which you are founder and drector.
A world of unfortunates is depend-
ent on you. If, therefore, J.offer to
lighten your burden by relieving
you of one responsibility, you could
not loglcally decline or disregard
my appeal to your reason——" Hia
voice altered and hecame lower:
“And, madame, T already love the
child, as though she were my own."

After a long silence Sister Rose
eaid:

“It fsn't anything vou've advanced
that influences me. It's my—fallure
-—with Harry, Do you think it
hasn't cut me to the—the soul?”
she demanded flercely, flinging the
handful of clipped twigs onto the
gravel. “Do you think I am heart-
lees because 1 said his end was a
nasty one! It was!  Let God judge
me. I did my best”

(To Be Contidued Tomorrow.)
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Smart Styles with the Charm of Simplicity

Republished by Special Arrangement with Good Housekeeping, the Nation's Greatest
Home

A na
a vest of white organdy and quillings
edged with white, which are uséd as
trimmings on the sleeves and hips.

Desert

By Dr. Wm. A. McKeever,

|-

and a Well-Known Educator,
UT on a 7,000-acre dry farm
O in central Tdaho, at the cen-
center of a barren waste, with
dense dust clouds and hundreds of
tumble weeds tossed about him by
the winds, I found a high school
youth today. There was honest
dirt in his eyes and hair and the

hot sun had blistered his face.

Indeed, this husky young chap
gseemed to be a consplicious repre-

sentative of the forward-to-the-
farm movement which I have been

commending to my .boy readera
More than 1,000 miles from his
home, with four stupid buckskin

mules as his closest assoclates,
with the task of furrowing and
ditching the soil in preparation for
the flood waters of a new lrriga-
tion project—will my restlesa
friends of the exciting city life
please try to imagine the thoughts
and feelings of this scheolboy on
the desert? And add the item that
hisg “eats” Is the plainest of camp
fare and his bed a crude bunk of
hay or straw.

How many of my youthful city
friends will envy this young, dust-
slinging desert scout?

But let us shift our thoughts for
a moment from the high school boy
turned desert scouteto the signifi-
cance of what he Ia doing. The
barren, dusty plain which he |is
helping to cross-section with ditches
Is at once to be turned into a com-
munity of sugar-beet farms of
mighty wealth and productiveness.
The soll there is fifty feet deep and
inexhaustible. The machinery ins
all ready and the pipes are con-
nected. By switching on electrie
current the engines may in a sec-
ond be atarted to pumping water
at the rate of 60,000 gallons per
minute to be spread out over the
now dusty desert and make It blos-
som as a flower garden,

The lifting of this volume of water
from the turbulent Snake river to
an altitude of elghty feet and ita
final diatribution upon the soll, the
milllons of tons of augar beets, hay,
potatoes, grain and other produce
to follow from the big project, the
oncoming of many orcharde, gar-
dena, homes and familiesa to posscss
them—thia In itself will In future
time become a blg chapter of a
\story aa Interesting as romance,

But to be a part of the present
dusty drama, with thes dirt, the
mules, the bliatering sun, the ap-
parent hopelessness of 1t all; and
then, perhapns, to go back ten years
hepgee a witness of the startling
tranaformation and beauty, and to
be able to aay, "I helped to mnbem
this possible”—now, I think, you
have tha right vislon of the high
wchonl husky, Warren Wendellp out
there eating dirt by the yard. lHow
about It, yon city fellowa?

blue dotted voile dress, with

A Boy on the

Professor in the University of Kansas

waist and skirt.
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Distinctly new is the melon-shaped
skirt of this organdy frock, which
shows lengthwise pleatings down the
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‘When Hearts Are Trumps

By Virginia Terhune Van de Water.

Whone
Have Glven Her a Hixh Rank
Among Preacnt Day Writers.
CHAPTER XXI.

Copyright, 1920, Star Company.
YNTHIA PAIGE had been

‘ watching nervously for her
nivce’'s return. She was in-
tensely anxious as to the outcome

of this afternoon’'s excrsion.

She met Barbara in the lower
hall as the girl entered the house.

“Oh!" she ejaculated, glancing
out into the street as John Bran-
don drove off, “isn't Mr. Brandon
coming in?"

Barbara shook her head. She
felt a wild desire to laugh. In her

excited condition, her aunt's ques-
tion seemed absurd,

“As he s already on his way
down the street, it is obvious that
he is not coming in, Auntie,” she
said. Then, with a quick change of
tone, “Where is uncle?”

“In the library. Why?"

“I want to speak to him." And
the girl went on into the library,
closing the door behind her.

The woman stood  still, too
astonished at the moment to make
any motion,

That something of Importance
had oceurred was evident. It was
also evident that Barbara did not
Intend to explain this oeccurrence
until she-had had an interview
with her uncle,

A spasm of fear gripped Cynthias
Paige. Suppose the child suspected
the truth aboit Robert's letters—
suppnse she told Arthur fthat she
caredd more for Robert than for
Brandon, Suppose-—-—

PBut no, it could not be! Common
gense reasserted itself. There was
no way in whkich Barbara could
have learned the fate of Robert's
communications. It was a mercy
this was so, for Arthur wpould never
condone his sister's act. Arthur
was the kind of man who cannot
be convineced that sometimes It is
necegsary to do that which might
not he considered strictly honorable
in arder to bring about a great
good,

Well, soon she would know what
was going on behind that door.
She dare not approach close enough
to llsten to the conversation in-
sile, Eavesdropping was a dan-
gerous practice—much more dan-
gerous than destroying letters
when nobody was at hand to surs
prise one In the process,

PARDANA'S MESSAGE,
It wan like Barbara to turn to
hor uncla rather than to the aunt
who had managed everything for

her, 8he, Cynthia, had advised the
child not to talk of Brandon to
Arthur until all was settled, Per-

haps all was now settled,

The Idea was 80 welcoma that
she declded to Ignore her nilsce's
seeming Ingratitude,

Narbara went atralght te Arthur
Palge an he =at At the library table,

“Uncle,"” — breathlessly—"1 have
nomething to 'tell you®

Bhe stood In front of him as she
used to stand when she was a child

and had a confesslon ‘o make, her
fingers tightly Interiocked, B8ha

4 -
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p looked g0 young, so appealing, that
the man held out his arms to her
and drew her down upon his knees,

“What is it, little girl? Oor would
you rather that your old uncle
guersed?

“No. I must tell you myself. Mr,
Brandon mmys he loves me. We are
engaged.”

With a stifled sob, she dropped
her head on her uncle’s shoulder.

Arthur Taige had not seen his
niece cry since ghe was twelve years
old, and. for a moment, there was
gsuch a lump in his throat that he
could not epeak. Then, with a
strong effort, he conquered his own
weakness, although his voice was
husky when he spoke.

“There, there, darling! Cry all
you want {f it makes you feel any
better, Why, do you know that

when yvour blessed mother told me
of her engagement to vour father—
my dear brother—she cried, too—
just for happiness! She and I were
dear friends, you know—so she told
me the news before your [father
did.”
A GOOD MAN.,

Barbara sat up and wiped her
eyes,

“Did my mother really cry, too,
when she was engaged?’ she asked.
“1 wonder if all girls do."

“They tell me, Bab,"” the man re-
joined with a tremulous laugh,
“that many of your sex show their
Joy In_ that way. But," growing
grave again, 1 would rather gee
you smile, darling. I am glad you
told me the news yourself, It was
sweet of you to come to me at
once."

“1 wanted to,”” was the simple
reply. “Mr. Brandon is coming to
see you later. 1 asked him to let
me tell you before 1 told anybody
elsa."”

“Even your aunt?" with an appre-
hensgive glance toward the door.

‘KWes, even Aunt Cynthia. And,
Uncle, T would like yvou to tell her,
1 feel as if I could not—just now."

The tears were near the surface

again. Arthur hastened to check
them. “Of course, I will explain
everything to her. Run up te your

room by this rear door., When you
come down agaln she wilt know all
about It.

“Hut first,” as she started to obey
his suggestion, “let me kiss you,
dear child.”

He kisged her tenderly,
forehead, then on the lips,

“GGod blesns you, dear! John Bran-
don Ix a good man, I do not know

on the

a . finer, nor one who would take
better care of you. If you did not
love him I could not stand It, Ams
it Is, darling, I want you to be

happy.”

She could not know that the “it"”
to which he referred was her en-
gagement. She thought he meant
that he could not stand it If she
dld not love John enough to bacoms
engaged to him.

And, with this thought uppermont,
Barbara went up to her room, re-
minding herself that her aunt had

bean right. Unecle Arthur wanted
her to marry John Nrandon He
wopld have heen  cruelly disap-

pointed If she had not accepted him,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Appreopriate as a morning dress is
this gin

square neck, short sleeves and side
tunics trimmed with bands of white.

'_For the Little

maide up of black gsatin

L

am frock with a ming

Chaps

By Rita Stuyvesant.

1EN mother takes her small

\'K/ son visiting or sends him to

Sunday School she dresses

him in a smart suit of pongee and

black =atin and knows he is assured
of social success,

Up to six years one may suit her

straight black satin

youngster Iin

“panties” and button them to a
blouse of tan eilk pongee, with
white pearl buttons, The blouse
has a round collar and cuffs, Then
for final smartness, a black silk
necktie, and in this costume her
small son is both smart and com-

fortably cool,
Very striking, too, are these suits
combined

with white =ilk blouse and fine
knife pleatings. Some fastidious |
feminine mothers dress their young-
stera in black taffeta and top it
with soft blouse of flesh or pale
yellow crepe de chine. These
blouses are detachable,

This attractive little party suit |s
alzo developed in flesh colored wash
satin, corn colored for the dark
child with the olive complexion and

is also shown in all white,

Checked silk gingham is another

favorite and 18 made up into some
delightfully dalnty
days.
chooges a romper style bue if your |
gon has_attained the manly age of |
five, drfs him in stralght trousers
and tucked waist,
white pique and cuff him likewise,
and for a striking note, add a neck-
tie of black silk.

suits for play

For three-year-olds, one |

Collar him in

!
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MOTHER!

“California Syrup of Figs”
Child’s Best Laxative

Aceepl "California™ Syrup of Figs
only ook for the name Callfornia
on tha package, then you are pure
your child |a having the hogt and
moet harmlesg phy#ic for tha Jittles
stomach, liver and bowels, Chilldren
love ita fruity taste. Full directionsa] |
an each bottle, You must say “Call-
fornia.”
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If She’d Only Waited

A CLEVER LITTLE STORY OF FAMILY LIFE.

By Ella Randall Pearce.

HE absorbed alr and corrugated
brow of her husband should
have warned Irma Warde

agalnst what she intended to do
that moming. But she had waited
long for the domestic clouds to lift,
and young Mrs. Warde was not a
patient woman.

Richard Warde was always brood-
ing and frowning these days. Bhe
watched him now across the break-
fast table, then spoke abruptly.

“Richard, I must have some
money, today—If I'm to gel ready
for our trip to Atlantie Clty.”

Richagd Warde looked up stolidly,
“l gave you money for what you
needed, didn't 1?7 You sald your
wardrobe was In pretly falr shape.
You wouldn't have to buy much.”

“That's, why you can't refuse me
now,” Irma's voice took on wheed-
ling accents. “I've been gcrimp-
ing and saving al! winter. Making
my old things do—"

“Old things!" broke in her hus-
band and laughed harshly. Irma's
exiravagance had always been a
point of contentlon between them.

“Oh, well, If you're golng to take
that attitude,” sulked Mrs. Warde,
“When I really have economized,
and we're going where folks are
fashionable and critical, you—
you ”

Irma choked and fluttered a wisp
of & handkerchief with which she
touched her long lashes. Then she
cast a4 dewy, reproachful glanca
at her husband,

“What do you want?"' asked Rich-
ard Warde, but his manner was not
encouraging.

“I've everything all ready for our
trip." began Irma eagerly. “But 1|
need a wrap, Something stylish 1o
#et off my tailored suit and sim-
ple frocks. A fur scarf or stole--
I showed you Tressilon's catalog,
Richard. They are wonderfully
smart, and make a woman look so
well dressed.”

“Humph, is that all? Richard's
frown deepened. *“I thought you
needed something, Irma. Don't eall
furs Iin warm weather a necessity,
do vou?™

“Yes, when
wearing them,"”

other women are
retorted his wife,

her sapphire eyes flashing. *“And
I do need & wrap. The sea air— "
"Buy & wool sweater,” advised

Richard, rising with a/smile that

was half sneer on his face. He

turned back from the doorway,
“Irma, be reasonable, Good furs

cost money—and you know I'm

worried enough over money mat-
ters, When I get out of these busi-
ness tangles and get my feet on
#olid ground again we'll talk about
luxuries; meanwhile, we'll go slow.
The trip to Atlantic City will be
expensive, but I feel that I—that
we—need (L Besides, by that
time i1
TIRED OF IT ALL.

He snapped his lips together,
looked away and fumbled nervously
at his coat. “Be patient, Irma,” he
sald more gently, and went out.

Young Mrs. Warde made a pas-
sionate gesture at the closed door.

“Patient—reasonable! Oh, T'm
tired of it all! Serimping and sav-
ing and doing without. And a fur

wrap is so stylish! One of the new
spring styles—a little cape or dol-
man with chiffon—I'd look like a
different weman.” ”

Irma visioned .herself on the
boardwalk af Atlantic City. Her
new suit of marine blue and her
season hat of Paris origin—how in-
significantly plain «they appeared
without the fur accessory she had
in mind, But add the scarf—and
what a transformation!

“l don't care whether we can af-
ford it or not. I'm going to get
that fur scarf some way!"” decided
Mre. Warde,

Then, a few days later, the do-
mestic clouds lifted. Mr, Richard
Warde came home to dinner an
hour later than usual, but with his
old-time jaunty air and a brighter
countenance than he had worn for
many weeks.

Irma, about to complain of his
tardiness, was arrested by his un-
wonted air of cheer. She herself
had been unusually distrait and
nervous all day, but her hushand's
buoyant appearance restored her
own poise. ’

“I'm afraid dinner will be spoiled.
Where have you been?’ asked
Irta.

“(OOh—er—Ilooking around. Buying
a new tie for myself.” He sghook a
rather showy gilk scarf out of its
wrappings. Irma fingered it sus-
piciously.

“Why, Richard, that's a gorgeous

affair., I'm afraid you've been ex-
travagant."”
“All this time to buy a scarf?

WelM"” Irma smiled indulgently, for
her mind was busy with her own
affairs. With Richard in so genial
a mood, perhaps she would better
break the news she had reserved
for & later day.

After dinner, back in their cosy
living room, lrma sald playfully,
“Business must be belter, b
Warde ™ N

BETTER TIMES AHEAD.

“It 18,” Richard smiled. “I gusss
I'm out of the woods at last. Now
I can begin to make money, after
our trip.” ;

Irma slipped into the adjoining
room and back. '

“You're not the only one around
here who ean buy & new scarf, Mr.
Richard Warde, lLook at this™

“Furs, Trma? < After all I sald!™

“But, Richard, see, It's
squirrel. Not so expensive, and——
The young wile's face , began to
flush. “I've arranged for the bill to
be pald in” August. It's only & lit-
tle over one hundred dollars, and
isn't it becoming i

Irma posed alluringly, but her
husband refused to smile, There
was a4 strange look in  his eyes

which she could not understand.

He regarded her a while before
he spoke, and his volce was low
and steady with a sterm note that
impressed Irma more than anger
would have done. His volce was
stern, but his look was sad., Irma
felt Inexpressibly confused,

“You have dellberately defled me,
Irma, You ran up the bill, net
even knowing If I would be able te

meet it. Yet you knew I was In
money (troublgs, Likely to go
under”

“But you didn't. You're safe-—
or you wouldn't have bought that
expensive scarf." Irma was close
to tears. “You thought only of
yourself, Around shopping for
yourself, and keeping dinner wait-
ing™

Bhe flung her new scarf across &
chalr. “And 1 was as economical
as | could be,” she declared warmly.
“l had to go to the best shop be-
cause we're known there. But I
bought equirrel when I wanted
mink. A beautiful mink stole with
pockets and a corded girdle, I'd
dreamed of it for days! If I'd been
extravagant, Richard “Warde, Mr,
Tressilon would have trusted me as
aquickly for $500 as—oh, why don't
you say something?"'

“l guess It's all sald—and done”
replied Richard Warde quietly. »

The next day her hu#hand made
a stop at the first telephone booth
on his way to the office: He called
up the fur shop of Tressilon Frerea.

“Mr. Tresslton, good morning.

This is Warde, Richard Warde,” he
said, “About that mink stole 1 or-
dered yesterday afternoon, guess ¥
1'll have to countermand that order,
d didn't know it at the time, but
Mrs. Warde has made other ar-
rangements. Thank you just the
same. And let me have your bill
for the squirrel gcarf before Au-
gust.”

BOOKS

THE YOUNG IMMIGRUNTS,

By Ring

W. Lerdner, Jjr. Indlanapolis: The
Bobbs-Merrill Company.
This kindly parody on Dalsy

Ashford's *“The Young Visiters™
is alleged to be the work of the
young son of the humorist, Ring
Lardner, The owner of the copy-
right guarantees that it was not
written by Sir James Barrie, and
the father, who supplies the preface,
states the person whose name ap-
pears on the book was four years
and three months old “when the
manuscript was found.”

In further defense Ring states
“that the witty speeches aceredited
to ‘My Father' have, possibly
owing to the limitations of a child’'s N
memory, been so garbled and twist-
ed that they do not look half so
good in print as they sounded in
the open air.” De that as it may,
they look good enough to cause
many a hearty laugh to readers of
this volume intended to poke a bit
of fun at the precocious Daisy. An
additional joyful note s added by
the illustrations of Gaar Williams.

DEEP-SEATED

FRECKLES.

Need attention NOW or may remain
all summer. Use the old nand time-
tried treatment that has given satis-
faction for over 15 years, nnd rid your-
nelf of these homely spots.

Kintho Beauty Cream

At All Druggists and Dept. Stores,

‘,

So economical
and so sasy
to makel

. Two sizes—
10¢ and 15¢

A
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RICH, creamy, and delicious dessertl

Puddine comes in a number of delight-

ful Aavors including chocolate, rose vanilla,

orange, and lemon. Serve it with fresh fruis

and use 1t for luscious cake and pie fillings, and
ice cream. A 15c package serves 15 peoplge. ‘

And you can use as much or as little as you

like.

Buy it at your grocer’s.

FRUIT PUDDINE CO., Baltimore, Md.
HOYLE & MARTYN,
Loenl Representative

Stewart Bidg.,

PUDDINE

'ashington, D, C,



